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"Do you think your relatives will laugh at you?"
**I will riot return."
"You will return in thirty days."
"Never."
The controversial tension unrelieved, I bowed reve-
rently at his feet and departed. Walking in the midnight
darkness towards the ashram, I wondered why the mira-
culous meeting had ended on an inharmonious note. The
dual scales of maya, that balance every joy with a grieft
My young heart was not yet malleable to the transform-
.ing fingers of my guru.
The next morning I noticed increased hostility in the
attitude of the hermitage members. They spiked rny days
with invariable rudeness. Three weeks passed; Dayananda
then left the ashram to attend a conference in Bombay.
Pandemonium broke over my hapless head,
"Mukunda is a parasite, accepting hermitage hospi-
tality without making proper return." Overhearing this
remark, I regretted for the first time that I had obeyed
the request to send back my money to Father. With
heavy heart, I sought out my sole friend Jitendra.
"I am leaving. Please 'convey ray respectful regrets to
Dayanandaji when he returns."
"I will leave also. My attempts to meditate here meet
with no more favour than your own." Jitendra spoke
with determination.
"I have met a Christlike saint. Let us visit him in
Serampore."
And so the "bird" prepared to "swoop" perilously
close to Calcutta!